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Featured Poem: Ode to Poseidon by Homer 


I begin to sing about Poseidon, 
the great God, mover of 
the earth and fruitless sea, 
God of the deep 
who is also lord of 
Helicon and wide Aegae. 

A two-fold office ... 

the Gods allotted you, 


O Shaker of the Earth, 


to be a tamer of horses 


and a saviour of ships! 
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Poetic Voice Magazine Welcomes Submissions 


Obelisk Press of Vancouver is pleased to publish this thirteenth volume of 


Poetic Voice Magazine which serves to feature the work of aspiring poets. 


Some of my women poet friends have asked I feature some poetry about the 
‘other sex ...' and so we are obliging. I hate to disappoint you but most of 
these poems are pretty vanilla ... they don’t have a twist to them. There are 


themed poems by Aki, Rose, William and Isabella. 


Poetic Voice Magazine welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. Please 


feel free to submit your poetry to 


pbruskiewich @ gmail.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the writer. 
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Poetic Commentary 
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Commentary: No God Covers his Own Weapons 


There are perhaps 80 to 85 poems from Roman times that relate to the Roman 
God Priapus. In Roman times it was normal to see the male form in statues 
in public places. In Renaissance some of these ancient ideas found new life 
in states in Florence and elsewhere. Today there would be a scandal if a statue 


paid homage to the male form. This poem asks the question why ... 


Priapea 9 


You ask, why is my obscene part without covering? 

Ask why no god covers his own weapons. 

The master of the world has his thunderbolt and holds it openly, 
Nor is a covered trident given to the sea god. 

Mars does not hide the sword through which he is strong, 

Nor does the spear lurk in Pallas’ warm lap. 

Surely it doesn’t shame Phoebus to carry golden arrows? 

And Diana is accustomed to carry her quiver openly? 

Surely Hercules doesn’t cover the strength of his knotty staff? 
Surely the winged god doesn’t have his staff under his tunic? 
Who sees Bacchus pulling a cloak over his gracious thyrsus, 
Who sees you, Love, with a hidden torch? 

Let it not be my crime that my prick is revealed. 


If this, my weapon, were absent, I’d be defenceless. 


Poetic Voice Thirteen 8 Spring 2024 


Pictorial: Zeus of Artemisia, (also sometimes called Poseidon) 
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Commentary: The Penis Poem by Willie Nelson 


This is a poem about a man who grows old. Our society has a preoccupation 


with menopause, and a complete disregard to andropause. 


In Greek “andras” means male and “pause” in Greek a cessation; so literally 
andropause is defined as an affliction associated with a decrease in fertility, 
sexual satisfaction and a decline in a feeling of general well-being, with the 


onset of low levels of testosterone in older man. 


Women have hot flashes, droopy breasts and infertility as they grow old. Men 
too have hot flashes, a droopy appendage and infertility as they grow old. A 


difference between a man and a woman is that andropause is more apparent. 


To show you how little attention is given to the affliction, andropause is not 


even in the standard dictionary in my word processing program! 


My nookie days are over, 
my pilot light is out. 
What used to be my sex appeal, 


is now my waterspout. 


Time was when, on its own accord, 
from my trousers it would spring. 
But now I've got a full time job, 

to find the fuckin' thing. 
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It used to be embarrassing, 
the way it would behave. 
For every single morning, 


it would stand and watch me shave. 


Now as old age approaches, 
it sure gives me the blues. 
To see it hang its little head, 


and watch me tie my shoes! 
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Commentary: Monte Python’s Penis Song 


In 1973 when this little ditty was first presented on the British Television 
program Monte Python’s Flying Circus, the ditty nearly cost the Brits the 
chance to broadcast in North America. The flood of complaints lit up the 


telephone exchange at the US TV network that was rebroadcasting the show. 


I was at a Catholic school at the time, in middle school. Every week, after 
watching an episode of Monte Python’s Flying Circus, some of my friends 


and I would act out the best parts at lunch time in the school’s hallway. 


Of course we could not use the p-word that was in the original show so we 
decided to replace penis with pencil instead ... yet we were still hauled before 


the principal and told to stop. What’s wrong with having a pencil? 


“Isn't it awfully nice to have a pencil? 
Isn't it frightfully good to have a pencil? 
It's swell to have a pencil. 

It's divine to own a pencil, 

From the tiniest little tadger 

To the world's biggest staedler ... 


So, three cheers for your pencil ... or John Thomas.” 
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A fine collection of Art Books 


A growing collection of titles 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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New Poems 
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The Crack of Lightening by Patrick Bruskiewich 


The crack of lightening 
The roar of thunder 


It shakes me to the quick! 


I am scared I always am 
When the sky flashes 


And Zeus lets loose! 


A storm is one of my earliest remembrances 
That and the warm 
Embrace of my dear mother 
As she wrapped her arms around me 


And sang a French song 


Frere Jacques, Frere Jacques 


Dormer vous, Dormer Vous ... 


And so I slept out the storm. 


Today the crack of lightening 
The roar of thunder 
I close my eyes and can hear her voice 
Even though she is in heaven 


her song comes from high 
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Zeus away with you 


I want to hear my mother’s voice! 
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Why Can’t They Chase After Me? By Aki Kurosawa 


My happy twenties are soon over 
... my good years are nearly past 
Soon I will be thirty, ever 

... hoping my beauty will last 


A Japanese woman who is thirty 
... and not married is considered lost, 
your future is thought too murky, 


... alone and old you become a pest 


but what of middle aged men? 
... What happens when they grow old? 
here in Japan no one talks of them 


... they in fact turn bold 


they chase after school girls 
... as unashamed as they can be 
As if girls were their little pearls 


... Why can't they chase after me? 
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I Now Feel Out of Place by Rose Lang 


Time flies ... or at least 
it does something fast 
I can no longer do what I please 


My days don’t seem to last 


What has become of the helical? 
are the clocks wound too tight 
are they coiled, looped, twisted, 


do they convolute and spiral? 


One moment it is morning 
the next its night, time speeds by 
at a frightful pace, leaving me 


In its wake ... I now feel out of place. 
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Unwrap Me, Savour the Sweetness of Life by Patrick Bruskiewich 


It was the touch electric, her 
hand upon mine. I looked 
up to see two shining eyes, sure 
of herself, she smiled. This took 
me by surprise, for I knew she 
liked me, but how much, now 
I knew it was more like love, be 
may what it comes, now how 
could there be any doubt, here 
was someone who wanted to 
unwrap me, and savour 
the sweetness of life in its 
fullness, so I smiled back. 
Ah well, I could not stop her 
nor would I want to. For I 


knew what it was, and let it be 
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Pictorial: A Modern Minotaur 
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You Know What I Mean ... by William Webster 


The Pen is 
mightier than 


The sword 


But is it not 
the same thing 
a sword and the Pen is 


... you know what I mean. 


It’s fine if I write this down, 
but if I speak the word 
then people they just frown 


As if I have said them wrong. 


But it’s as much a part of me 
As my heart and my mind ... 
And without it, and a uterus too 


We wouldn’t be here to argue 


Woody we? 
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If They Love Their Flowers by Patrick Bruskiewich 


What flowers do when we aren’t 
watching — am I old enough to know? 
They have male and female parts 
so close together as they grow ... 
the stamen, the carpel, soft petals, 
filaments, anthers and pollen 
— sperm by any other name — that settles 
on everything, drawing us all, and calling 
the bees, with their stingers, out to play 
in the middle of spring and summer days. 
When we give a flower to a pretty girl, 
if they love their flowers, 
we too set the world 


into male and female parts. 
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I Want Something Different by Isabella Montsouris 


When I was told 
what the theme would be 
About what boys 


use to pee ... 


I thought well ... 
hell ... I have seen them 
and been a bit player 


with them too. 


But how am I to know 
What they are all about? 
I am a girl after all 


And girls don't have boy toys ... 


I wondered what would 
it be like to thrust your way 
forward and not be the back stop 


in the game of life? 


What would it be like to 
go out each night and sleep 
with a different girl. 


And boast about it in the morning ... 
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Girls can’t do that 
Can they ... well I bet I can 
go out each night with a boy 


and say I want something different. 


Sleeping around is just too 
Unexciting for me. I want 
Something unusual... 


Some boys like the outlandish. 


So let me tell you about 


This and don’t blush. 


While I was fully dressed 
A boy asked me to 
draw him as a brave David 


Standing on his pedestal. 


While I was fully dressed 
A boy asked me to 
Reach into his pants 
to play with his bells ... ding dong 


While I was fully dressed 
A boy asked me to 
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come watch him as he stood 


behind a tree in a park and peed. 


While I was fully dressed 

A boy asked me to 
watch him as he played his flute 
and reached the high treble notes ... 


While I was fully dressed 

A boy asked me to 
rub against my thighs from behind. 
Oh la la ... the pop of champagne 


While I was fully dressed 
A boy asked me to 
to spy on him and his girlfriend 


As they played their game of life (oh by the way she got pregnant). 
While I was undressed 
A boy asked me to 

Lie beneath a table with a hole 


and milk him like a cow 


You are blushing now aren’t you! 
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Pictorial: The Artist and Her Model 
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There is Little of My Soul Left by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Dear God, 
Forgive me 


For I have sinned. 


I have loved 
in a world filled 


full of hate. 


I have been gentle 
when others really 


only want to be mean. 


I have tried to create 
Heaven on Earth 


but it is hell they really want. 


I have tried to be kind and strong 
but I have been ground 


to dust instead. 
Dear God, 


Forgive me 


For I have sinned. 
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There is little of my soul left 
here crushed beneath my cross 


and crown of thorns. 
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For interesting Mathematics and Science Books ... 


PYTHAGORAS PUBLISHING 
Mathematics, Physics and Astronomy 
Vancouver. BC Canada 


Over one hundred and fifty titles available 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Historical Poems 
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The 23 Psalm 


The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 

He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 

He leadeth me beside the still waters. 

He restoreth my soul; 

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. 
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 

I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; 

Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me. 

Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies; 
Thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, 


And I shall dwell in the house of the Lord forever. 
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Ecclesiates 3:1-8 


To everything there is a season, 

And a time to every purpose under heaven: 

A time to be born, and a time to die; 

A time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted; 
A time to kill, and a time to heal; 

A time to break down, and a time to build up; 

A time to weep, and a time to laugh; 

A time to mourn, and a time to dance; 

A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; 
A time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing; 

A time to get, and a time to lose; 

A time to keep, and a time to cast away; 

A time to rend, and a time to sew; 

A time to keep silence, and a time to speak; 

A time to love, and a time to hate; 


A time of war, and a time of peace. 
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Pictorial: Christ on the Cross by Salvador Dali 
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Love Armed by Aphra Behn 


Love in Fantastic Triumph sate, 

Whilst Bleeding Hearts around him flowed, 
For whom Fresh pains he did create, 

And strange Tyrannic power he showed; 
From thy Bright Eyes he took his fire, 
Which round about, in sport he hurled; 

But 'twas from mine he took desire, 


Enough to undo the amorous world. 


From me he took his sighs and tears, 
From thee his Pride and Cruelty; 

From me his Languishments and Fears, 
And every Killing Dart from thee; 
Thus thou and I, the God have armed. 
And set him up a Deity; 

But my poor Heart alone is harmed, 


Whilst thine the Victor is, and free. 


Written in 1665 
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In Kubla Khan by Samuel Taylor Coleridge 


Or, a vision in a dream. A Fragment. 


In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree: 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through caverns measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 
So twice five miles of fertile ground 
With walls and towers were girdled round; 
And there were gardens bright with sinuous rills, 
Where blossomed many an incense-bearing tree; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 


Enfolding sunny spots of greenery. 


But oh! that deep romantic chasm which slanted 
Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover! 

A savage place! as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 
As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced: 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 


Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail, 
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Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail: 
And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion 
Through wood and dale the sacred river ran, 
Then reached the caverns measureless to man, 
And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean; 
And "mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war! 
The shadow of the dome of pleasure 
Floated midway on the waves; 
Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. 
It was a miracle of rare device, 


A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice! 


A damsel with a dulcimer 

In a vision once I saw: 

It was an Abyssinian maid 

And on her dulcimer she played, 

Singing of Mount Abora. 

Could I revive within me 

Her symphony and song, 

To such a deep delight 'twould win me, 
That with music loud and long, 


I would build that dome in air, 
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That sunny dome! those caves of ice! 
And all who heard should see them there, 
And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair! 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with holy dread 

For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 
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Ode to a Nightingale by John Keats 


My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 

My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk, 
Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 

One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 
'Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 

But being too happy in thine happiness,— 

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees 
In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 


Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 


O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been 

Cool'd a long age in the deep-delved earth, 
Tasting of Flora and the country green, 

Dance, and Provengal song, and sunburnt mirth! 
O for a beaker full of the warm South, 

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stained mouth; 
That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 


And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 


Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 


What thou among the leaves hast never known, 
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The weariness, the fever, and the fret 
Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 
Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies; 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs, 
Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes, 


Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 


Away! away! for I will fly to thee, 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards, 
But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards: 
Already with thee! tender is the night, 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 

Cluster'd around by all her starry Fays; 
But here there is no light, 
Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 


Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 


I cannot see what flowers are at my feet, 
Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 


White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 
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Fast fading violets cover'd up in leaves; 
And mid-May's eldest child, 
The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine, 


The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 


Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 
I have been half in love with easeful Death, 
Call'd him soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
To take into the air my quiet breath; 
Now more than ever seems it rich to die, 
To cease upon the midnight with no pain, 
While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy! 
Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 


To thy high requiem become a sod. 


Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird! 
No hungry generations tread thee down; 
The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 
Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
Through the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 
The same that oft-times hath 
Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam 


Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 
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Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 
Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 

As she is fam'd to do, deceiving elf. 
Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 

Past the near meadows, over the still stream, 

Up the hill-side; and now 'tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades: 
Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 


Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep? 
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Aphrodite, 1906 by John Hall Wheelock 


Dark-eyed, out of the snow-cold sea you came, 
The young blood under the cheek like dawn-light showing, 
Stray tendrils of dark hair in the sea-wind blowing, 


Comely and grave, out of the sea you came. 


Slim covered thigh and slender stockinged foot 
In swift strides over the burnished shingle swinging, 
Sweet silence of your smile, soft sea-weed clinging, 


Here and there, to the wet bathing-suit. 


O fierce and shy, your glance so piercing-true 
Shot fire to the struck heart that was as tinder— 
The fire of your still loveliness, the tender 


High fortitude of the spirit shining through. 


And the world was young. O love and song and fame 
Were part of youth’s still ever believed-in story, 
And hope crowned all, when in dear and in queenly glory, 


Out of the snow-cold sea to me you came. 
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Pictorial: Something Strangely Vintage 
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Tomorrow, and Tomorrow and Tomorrow by William Shakespeare 


Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 

The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 

Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 


Macbeth, Act 5, Scene 5 
William Shakespeare 
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Surrealist and Dada Poetry 
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Tempe Not by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Beauty and wisdom ... 
Have captured men 
both in the present 


and in the past ... 


Paintings long ago ... 
cathedrals rising. 

Great minds ... 

anxious about beauty 

Keats or something Grecian; 


Is this the Soul? 


For beauty gives 

and ye beauty be 
Years lasting to anew 
as our ode; 

to daily by ... 


so times have written. 


Known thought ... 
and splendor 
have inspired some lives 


in captured glory 
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When we create 
beautiful things 

we fashion wisdom 
for the ages ... 


Though hast! 


Remain e'er maidens. 

Those song what say'st thou love! 
our sea of sacrifice 

and eternity trees; 

The still emptied ones. 


Do give and return bliss. 


Ever, for maidens by 
in forest play sweetly, 
never ending songs. 
Therefore winning. 

to that fair! 

what dales leaf-fring'd. 
wilt brede her with. 


Flowery pipes 

Marble amidst Arcady? 
sung to unwearied men. 
Cloy'd thee for rhyme; 


Tale tone ... 
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Become her passion; 

Goal unheard 

a struggle fought; 

evermore melodist on pious pipes 
canst heifer with beauty— 

that still, or of needing breath 


thou ever leave love pursuit? 


That mad, high-sorrowful citadel 
with soft silken skin 

what happy spirit grieve; 

New warmth and happiness ... 
ditties ever young; 


Leave but folk panting. 


Heard ye be entangled beneath. 


All lowing canst not soul; 
Your beauty no men, 
mortal or lover bare 


fit haunts forever. 


Above happy the bid 
outlast lead'st silence 


little will. 
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Ever melodies shalt at age fair. 


Tell how be to attic shore, 
Ye escape? 

trodden bold 

silent truth 

of all the deities 

adieu ... 


unravish'd? 


In branches be 
our peaceful heart 


who art for soft generation canst pipe. 


Pastoral! all fair time; 
To a tongue timbrels? 
those sweet so drest? 
gods thy man be sensual; 


ecstasy ... thy bride! 


Altar forever ours; fade not; 


to men of legend, wild waste ... 
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Litany by Carolyn Creedon 


Tom, will you let me love you in your restaurant? 
i will let you make me a sandwich of your invention and i will eat it and call 
it a carolyn sandwich. then you will kiss my lips and taste the mayonnaise and 


that is how you shall love me in my restaurant 


Tom, will you come to my empty beige apartment and help me set up my 


daybed? 


yes, and 1 will put the screws in loosely so that when we move on it, later, 

it will rock like a cradle and then you will know you are my baby 

Tom, I am sitting on my dirt bike on the deck. Will you come out from the 
kitchen 


and watch the people with me? 


yes, and then we will race to your bedroom. i will win and we will tangle up 


on your comforter while the sweat rains from our stomachs and foreheads 


Tom, the stars are sitting in tonight like gumball gems in a little girl’s 
jewelry box. Later can we walk to the duck pond? 
yes, and we can even go the long way past the jungle gym. i will push you on 
the swing, but promise me you'll hold tight. if you fall 1i might disappear 

Tom, can we make a baby together? I want to be a big pregnant woman with 


a 
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loved face and give you a squalling red daughter. 


no, but 1 will come inside you and you will be my daughter 


Tom, will you stay the night with me and sleep so close that we are one 


person? 


no, but i will lay down on your sheets and taste you. there will be feathers 


of you on my tongue and then i will never forget you 


Tom, when we are in line at the convenience store can I put my hands in your 
back pockets and my lips and nose in your baseball shirt and feel the crook 


of your shoulder blade? 


no, but later you can lay against me and almost touch me and when i go i will 
leave my shirt for you to sleep in so that always at night you will be pressed 


up against the thought of me 


Tom, if I weep and want to wait until you need me will you promise that 
someday 


you will need me? 


no, but i will sit in silence while you rage, you can knock the chairs down 


any mountain. i will always be the same and you will always wait 


Tom, will you climb on top of the dumpster and steal the sun for me? It's just 


hanging there and I want it. 
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no, it will burn my fingers. no one can have the sun: it’s on loan from god. 
but 1 will draw a picture of it and send it to you from richmond and then you 


can smooth out the paper and you will have a piece of me as well as the sun 


Tom, it’s so hot here, and I think I’m being born. Will you come back from 
Richmond and baptise me with sex and cool water? 
i will come back from richmond. i will smoothe the damp spiky hairs from the 


back of your neck and then i will lick the salt off it. then i will leave 


Tom, Richmond is so far away. How will I know how you love me? 


i have left you. that is how you will know 
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Pictorial: A Living Stature complete with Fig Leaf 
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He is more than a hero by Sappho 


he is a god in my eyes— 
the man who is allowed 


to sit beside you — he 


who listens intimately 
to the sweet murmur of 


your voice, the enticing 


laughter that makes my own 
heart beat fast. If I meet 


you suddenly, I can’t 


speak — my tongue is broken; 
a thin flame runs under 


my skin; seeing nothing, 


hearing only my own ears 
drumming, I drip with sweat; 


trembling shakes my body 


and I turn paler than 
dry grass. At such times 


death isn’t far from me 
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Pub Poem by Carolyn Creedon 


If I hold my breath for a million ebbing years, little oyster 
waiting my tables, fighting the tide, swimming to hope 

and still I can’t open you up, love 

I'll marry the fat red tomato 

I got from an infatuated farmer who waits pleasantly 

with knife and fork, to eat me. 

I'll marry the warm brown York, where naked swimming 

is like breathing, a priority, and only as dangerous 

as the softshell crabs slipping away on the sandy floor of the river. 
I'll marry my worn work shirt, stained with Corona and crabcake 
and sweat and a little smear of cocktail sauce like a margin. 

I'll marry each lonely marine I wait on, 

he and I will picture a possible me, painting my toenails 
bloodred in a trailer, waiting for him, 

for the slippery click of the lock; 

knowing it now, we look away. 

I'll marry the teasing moon whose bright vowels dance on the water 
like the Yorktown Slut, promising everything 

sighing, before she slips away 

what 1f, what if. 

I'll engage my boss on his boat in thoughts of brastraps 

and panties and other wistful trappings 

which become, like breathing, a priority. 


I'll marry each barnacle I scrub 
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bare, barely staying afloat, 

while the bass slip away past the rockabye boat and the waves whisper 
dive under, dive under, seduction is rare, 

seduction is hope. 

Ill marry the Pub, and slop icecold mugs of beer 

onto men whose eyes seem to say that I too, am replaceable. 

My sneakered feet will slip, I'll wed the salted floor that way — 

slide into the sun and marry the day. 

I'll marry the bent mirror in the back 

where I pin up my marmalade hair 

and stare at lips as red as cocktail sauce 

the round everpresent planet of mouth 

and fragile freckled arms who miss the man who slipped away. 

I'll marry my beautiful brown teacher whose letters, 

which say angst is my downfall, I read on the sneak 

on a Budweiser box amongst the dead clams and unconsummated lemons 
in the back of the Pub; I'll marry my downfall. 

And if I fall down a hole as big as the Chesapeake Bay, big as my whole 
yummy heart, today's Special of the Day, 

Ill marry it. 
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Canadian Poems 
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Three Poems by Albert D. Watson 


God and Man 


God is eternity, the sky, the sea. 

The consciousness of universal space, 

The source of energy and living grace. 

Of life and light, of love and destiny, 

God is that deep, ethereal ocean, free, 
Whose billows keep their wide unbarriered place 
Amid the stars that move before His face 
In robes of hurricane and harmony. 

A light that twinkles in a distant star, 

A wave of ocean surging on the shore. 
One substance with the sea; a wing to soar 
Forever onward to the peaks afar, 

A soul to love, a mind to learn God’s plan, 


A child of the eternal—such is man. 


A Prayer 


O thou whose finger-tips. 

From out the unveiled universe around. 
Can touch my human lips 

With harmonies beyond the range of sound; 


Whose living word. 
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All vital truth revealing, 

My soul hath stirred 

To raptures holy, comforting and healing; 
Beneath, around, above. 
Breathe on me atmospheres 

Of universal Love — 

The music of the timeless years; 
Upon my soul, 

Pour vast eternities of might, 
Up through my being roll 

Deep seas of light 

To urge me onward to the Goal, 


The Infinite, the Whole. 


The Sacrament 


The World was built out of flame and storm. 

The oak, blast-beaten on the hills, stands forth, 
Stalwart and strong. The ore is broken, crushed 
And sifted in the fiery crucible; 

The remnant is pure gold. Brave hearts must dare 
The billowy surge beneath the stern white stars 
To net the finny harvests of the sea. 

No boon is won, but some true hero dies. 
Therefore is every gift a sacrament. 


And every service is a holy thing, — 
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Not unto him w 

hose filthy pence unearned 

The treasure buys, but to the one who takes 

The gift with reverence from that unknown 

Who went forth brave and strong, came broken back, 


But won for us a rare and priceless pearl. 
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Seven Poems by Virna Sheard 


The Slumber Angel 


When day is ended, and grey twilight flies 

On silent wings across the tired land. 

The slumber angel cometh from the skies— 

The slumber angel of the peaceful eyes, 

And with the scarlet poppies in his hand. 

His robes are dappled like the moonlit seas. 

His hair in waves of silver floats afar; 

He weareth lotus-bloom and sweet heartsease, - . 
With tassels of the rustling green fir trees, 

As down the dusk he steps, from star to star. 
Above the world he swings his curfew bell, 

And sleep falls soft on golden heads and white; 
The daisies curl their leaves beneath his spell, 
The prisoner who wearies in his cell 

Forgets .awhile, and dreams throughout the night. 
Even so, in peace, comes that great Lord of rest 
Who crowneth men with amaranthine flowers; 
Who telleth them the truths they have but guessed, 
Who giveth them the things they love the best, 


Beyond this restless, rocking world of ours. 
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Dreams 


Keep thou thy dreams—though joy should pass thee by; 
Hold to the rainbow beauty of thy thought; 
It is for dreams that men will oft-times die 


And count the passing pain of death as nought. 


Keep thou thy dreams, though faith should faint and fail. 


And time should loose thy fingers from the creeds, 
The vision of the Christ will still avail 

To lead thee on to truth and tender deeds. 

Keep thou thy dreams through all the winter's cold, 
When weeds are withered, and the garden grey, 
Dream thou of roses with their hearts of gold, 
Beckon to summers that are on their way. 

Keep thou thy dreams — the tissue of all wings 

Is woven first of them; from dreams are made 

The precious and imperishable things 

Whose loveliness lives on, and does not fade. 
Keep thou thy dreams, intangible and dear 

As the blue ether of the utmost sky — 

A dream may lift thy spirit past all fear. 

And with the great may set thy feet on high. 


In Solitude 


He is not desolate whose ship is sailing 
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Over the mystery of an unknown sea, 

For some great love with faithfulness unfailing 
Will light the stars to bear him company. 

Out in the silence of the mountain passes, 

The heart makes peace and liberty its own— 
The wind that blows across the scented grasses 
Bringing the balm of sleep—comes not alone. 
Beneath the vast illimitable spaces 

Where God has set His jewels in array, 

A man may pitch his tent in desert places 

Yet know that heaven is not so far away. 

But in the city—in the lighted city — 

Where gilded spires point toward the sky. 

And fluttering rags and hunger ask for pity, 
Grey Loneliness in cloth-of-gold, goes by. 


The Daisy 


An angel found a daisy where it lay 

On Heaven's highroad of transparent gold, 

And, turning to one near, he said, T pray, 

Tell me what manner of strange bloom I hold. 
You came a long, long way—perchance you know 
In what far country such fair flowers blow?' 

Then spoke the other: "Turn thy radiant face 

And gaze with me down purple depth of space. 
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See, where the stars lie spilled upon the night, 
Like amber beads that hold a yellow light. 
Note one that burns with faint yet steady glow; 
It is the Earth—and there these blossoms grow. 
Some little child from that dear, distant land 
Hath borne this hither in his dimpled hand.' 
Still gazed he down. 'Ah, friend,' he said, I, too, 


Oft crossed the fields at home where daisies grew. ' 


The Lily Pond 


On this little pool where the sunbeams lie, 

This tawny gold ring where the shadows die, 

God doth enamel the blue of His sky. 

Through the scented dark when the night wind sighs, 
He mirrors His stars where the ripples rise. 

Till they glitter like prisoned fireflies. 

'Tis here that the beryl-green leaves uncurl, 

And here the lilies uplift and unfurl 

Their golden-lined goblets of carven pearl. 

When the grey of the eastern sky turns pink, 
Through the silver edge at the pond's low brink 
The little lone field-mouse creeps down to drink. 
And creatures to whom only God is kind, 

The loveless small things, the slow, and the blind. 
Soft steal through the rushes, and comfort find. 
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Oh, restless the river, restless the sea, 
Where the great ships go, and the dead men be! 
The lily-pond giveth but peace to me. 


The Harp 


Across the wind-swept spaces of the sky 

The harp of all the world is hung on high. 

And through its shining strings the swallows fly. 
The little silver fingers of the rain 

Oft touch it softly to a low refrain. 

That all day long comes o'er and o'er again. 

And when the storms of God above it roll, 

The mighty wind awakes its sleeping soul 

To songs of wild delight or bitter dole. 

And through the quiet night, as faint and far 


As melody down-drifted from a star. 


Trembles strange music where those harp-strings are. 


But only flying words of joy and woe, 

Caught from the restless earth-bound souls below, 
Over the vibrant wires ebb and flow. 

And in the cities that men call their own, 

And in the unnamed places, waste and lone, 


This harp forever sounds Life's undertone. 


Poetic Voice Thirteen 65 


Spring 2024 


The Lonely Road 


We used to fear the lonely road 

That twisted round the hill; 

It dipped down to the river-way. 

And passed the haunted mill, 

And then crept on, until it reached 

The churchyard, green and still. 

No pipers ever took that road, 

No gipsies, brown and gay; 

No shepherds with the gentle flocks. 

No loads of scented hay; 

No market-waggons jingled by 

On any Saturday. 

The dogwood there flung wide its stars. 
In April, silvery sweet; 

The squirrels crossed that path all day 
On tiny flying feet; 

The wild, brown rabbits knew each turn. 
Each shadowy safe retreat. 

And there the golden-belted bee 

Sang his sweet summer song. 

The crickets chirped there to the moon 
With steady note and strong; 

Till cold and silence wrapped them round 


When autumn nights grew long. 
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But, oh! they brought the lonely dead 
Along that quiet way. 

With strange procession, dark and slow. 
On sunny days and grey; 

We used to watch them, wonder-eyed. 
Nor cared again to play. 

And we forgot each merry jest; 

The birds on bush and tree 

Silenced the song' within their throats 
And with us watched to see, 

The soft, slow passing out of sight 

Of that dark mystery. 

We fear no more the lonely road 

That winds around the hill; 

Far from the busy world's highway 
And the gods' slow-grinding mill: 

It only seems a peaceful path, 


Pleasant, and green, and still. 
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Over one hundred titles available at archive.org 


Editor in Chief: Patrick Bruskiewich 
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Amorous Poetry 
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An Elegy by Propertius 


As on the beach sad Ariadne lay, 

While the deaf winds false Theseus bore away; 

As from the rock Andromeda redeemed, 

More sweet, more fair in her first slumber seemed; 
Or as the no less weary Bacchanal 

Surprised by sleep near some smooth stream does fall; 
Such seemed to me, so was my Cynthia laid, 
While breathing soft repose the lovely maid 

On her fair hand reclined her bending head; 

When I, well drunk through the too narrow street 
Dragged home at midnight my unfaithful feet; 

But as she appeared so charming to my view, 
Gently I pressed the bed, and near her drew, 
Thinking (for so much sense I still retained) 

The Fort of Love might by surprise be gained. 

Yet though commanded by a double fire, 

Both by the flames of wine, and hot desire; 
Though my lewd hand would naughtily have strayed, 
And I would fain my arms have ready made; 

I durst not in the soft assault engage, 

Dreading to wake her well experienced rage; 

But so my greedy eyes surveyed her o’er. 

The waking Argus watched not lo more; 


Sometimes I loosed the chaplet from my brow, 
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And tried how sweedy 'twould on Cynthia show. 
Sometimes corrected her disordered hair, 

That loosely wantoned with the sportive air. 

And when she sighed, I credulously feared, 
Some frightful vision to my love appeared. 

Till the bright moon thro' the window shone, 
(The moon that would not suddenly be gone) 
She with her subtile rays unclosed her eyes, 
When thus against me did her fury rise: 

“At length affronted by some tawdry jade, 
Kicked out of doors, you're forced into my bed; 
For where is it you spend your nights? you come, 
Drawn off and impotent, at morning, home; 

I wish, base man! I wish such nights you had, 

As you force me! unhappy me! to lead. 
Sometimes, I with my needle sleep deceive, 
Then with my lute my weariness relieve, 

Then do I weep, and curse your tedious stay, 
While in some other's arms you melt away; 

Till sleep's soft wings my willing eyelids close. 


Beguile my sorrows, and my cares compose." 
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A Charm by Lucius Furius 


Your demure expression, 
the unfailing grace with which you meet 
the small misfortunes which we meet each day. 


Your ready smile, intelligent gaze... 


(the eyelashes covering your half-closed eyes). 


The care you take in your dress— 
nothing fancy, but always pleasing— 
never letting one forget you’re a woman. 
That warm-red, slightly orange, sweater, 
the color of poppies, 


so perfect next to your yellow hair.... 


Let these words be a charm against 
all actual physical love; 
let them somehow quench the passion 


which they are tokens of. 
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Never Give All the Heart by William Butler Yeats 


Never give all the heart, for love 

Will hardly seem worth thinking of 
To passionate women if it seem 
Certain, and they never dream 

That it fades out from kiss to kiss; 
For everything that’s lovely is 

But a brief, dreamy, kind delight. 

O never give the heart outright, 

For they, for all smooth lips can say, 
Have given their hearts up to the play. 
And who could play it well enough 

If deaf and dumb and blind with love? 
He that made this knows all the cost, 


For he gave all his heart and lost. 
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Three Poems by Edna Millay 


I think I should have loved you presently 


I think I should have loved you presently, 

And given in earnest words I flung in jest; 

And lifted honest eyes for you to see, 

And caught your hand against my cheek and breast; 
And all my pretty follies flung aside 

That won you to me, and beneath your gaze, 
Naked of reticence and shorn of pride, 

Spread like a chart my little wicked ways. 

I, that had been to you, had you remained, 

But one more waking From a recurrent dream, 
Cherish no less the certain stakes I gained, 

And walk your memory’s halls, austere, supreme, 
A ghost in marble of a girl you knew 


Who would have loved you in a day or two. 


Oh, think not I am faithful to a vow 


Oh, think not I am faithful to a vow! 
Faithless am I save to love’s self alone. 
Were you not lovely I would leave you now: 
After the feet of beauty fly my own. 


Were you not still my hunger’s rarest food, 
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And water ever to my wildest thirst, 

I would desert you-think not but I would! 

And seek another as I sought you first. 

But you are mobile as the veering air, 

And all your charms more changeful than the tide, 
Wherefore to be inconstant is no care: 

I have but to continue at your side. 

So wanton, light and false, my love, are you, 


I am most faithless when I most am true. 


I shall forget you presently, my dear 


I shall forget you presently, my dear, 

So make the most of this, your little day, 
Your little month, your little half a year, 
Ere I forget, or die, or move away, 

And we are done forever; by and by 

I shall forget you, as I said, but now, 

If you entreat me with your loveliest lie 

I will protest you with my favorite vow. 

I would indeed that love were longer-lived, 
And vows were not so brittle as they are, 
But so it is, and nature has contrived 

To struggle on without a break thus far, 
Whether or not we find what we are seeking 


Is idle, biologically speaking. 
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Never A Time by Veronica Glauber 


the cool winds rush past me as time ticks by 

it feel like the tears that had fallen when i cry 
the glow of a street light reminds me of you 
theres a time when u luved me & i luved you too 
now that time has left and you are now gone 

so i guess its my turn to be moving on 

so i'll burn all the pictures and letters too 


but there will never be a time when i won't b luving you 
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Pictorial: What are they laughing at? 
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Affiliated Publishing Houses 


Atelier Press 
Obelisk Press 
Pythagoras Publishing 


Over 350 titles to choose from 


Magazines by Obelisk Press 
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Pen & Pencil Magazine 
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Art & Eros Magazine 
L’Espionage Magazine 
Dada Magazine 
Genius Magazine 
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Obelisk Press 


Vancouver 
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